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Chris was nervous. He wrung his fingers. He sat there on the bed in the hotel room, kicking himself. He 
wished he never would've said anything. Should've just kept his dumb mouth shut. 


Dariel watched him steadily from the other bed, seeming to contemplate what the guitarist had just told 
him. Minutes earlier, Chris had admitted his attraction for the other man, and they'd sat in uncomfortable 
silence since. It was driving Chris nuts the longer it dragged on. He was desperate to fill the silence, spit out 
some verbal garbage and recant what had just been said. But still it hung there in the air. Still, Daniel watched 
him, completely nondescript. 


Finally, as Chris gathered the ability to speak again, Daniel beat him to it. 


"You want me to fuck you?" 


Chris gaped at him, clenching his hands together. He tried to speak again, but once more, Daniel spoke first. 
"IIl do it, if you want." 


Chris didn't know what Daniel meant by this. Clearly, Daniel was saying he would fuck him - but what would 
that mean for their relationship, for the band? Was it just some experiment for him? Was it a singular offer 
that would never be repeated? Was Daniel actually attracted to him, too? Was this reciprocated? Chris 
wouldn't believe it if it was. 


The smaller man forced his throat to work. 
Please," he said dryly. 


Daniel stood at that, his chain bracelets jingling and sound of his clothing shifting as he stepped forward 
definitively. His dark eyes were obscured in the poor lighting of the room, so Chris couldn't quite read his 


expression. Suddenly, Daniel didn't feel much like the friend he'd known for years anymore. 


Large hands gripped the guitarist's narrow shoulders and shoved him onto his back with a bounce. The 
smaller man managed to gasp before lips crushed into his and took his breath away. Daniel got on top of him 
heavily, and arousal shot through Chris like an arrow. This was happening. 


This was happening 


He didn't know why, but it was happening, and it was all he'd wanted for years. He'd pined after Daniel since 
Arch Enemy had first started touring. He'd never thought this would become reality. He felt a little bit giddy. 


Daniel wanted him back! This beautiful, tall, dark-haired man, covered in tattoos and muscles wanted him, too! 


The other man was so large. The guitarist felt overwhelmed, but he kissed back ardently. This was his 
chance to take what he'd longed so desperately to have. If he kissed good, if he proved to be a good lover, 
Daniel would want seconds, right? Maybe this could become a thing on tours - they could have sex every time 


they shared a room together. 


The drummer backed away, and Chris tried to follow, wanting to kiss more, taste those sweet soft lips, but 


Daniel forced him back down onto the bed. 
“Turn over," he directed "Take off these pants." 


Chris tried not to think about how little emotion he saw in Daniel's eyes. He wiggled his jeans down to his 
thighs, and the older man helped him get them off the rest of the way, yanking them over his boots. Daniel 
attempted to unlace Chris's Doc Martens but quickly gave up, leaving them on and forcing Chris to roll onto 


his stomach. 


Chris shouted in surprise when Daniel landed a particularly hard smack on his ass. 


"Look at that tight, tiny little ass," the other man grunted. Tiny and little were insecurities of Chris's. He'd 
always hated how naturally thin he was. He bristled a bit. He felt Daniel pulling and spreading his ass cheeks 
apart. It felt weird, like he was being examined. Impersonal. He grasped at the grimy-feeling hotel bedding 
beneath him and waited. This wasn't exactly how he imagined things would go. He'd hoped Daniel would want to 
kiss him more. He'd thought they wouldn't rush into it so fast. But he was getting what he wanted! 


Daniel spit a glob of saliva onto his ass and followed it with a long finger, forcing it through the tight ring 
of muscles. Chris bit back a cry. He'd never been with a man before. He had been certain Daniel would be more 
gentle, would go slower. But he didn't want to admit that he was a virgin. Admitting his attraction had been 
mortifying enough. 


Yet as the other man made crude work of preparing him, his cock swelled to life. Daniel knew he wanted 


him. There was no hiding it, even if Chris was beginning to feel embarrassed. Or used... 
This wasn't at all how he wanted this to happen. 
He heard the sound of a zipper being undone and took in a quick breath. 


Intense pressure between his legs signaled that Daniel's cock was breaching him. Chris wanted to see the 
pleasure on the man's face, but as he tried to tilt his head to look, the drummer put a strong hand on the 
back of his neck and forced him back down. 


He continued squeezing the hotel comforter with nimble fingers. Daniel's cock seemed like it would never 
end. It was so thick, and it kept pushing in. He wanted to say something, to tell the other man to slow down and 
let him adjust to the pain, but he didn't want to come across as a pussy. He didn't want to ruin the mood or 


cause Daniel to stop. 
Wasn't this what he wanted, after all? 


"So tight," Daniel groaned. He used his legs to anchor Chris's together, making him even more 
uncomfortable. The rough fabric of the man's jeans rubbed against Chris's bare thighs. Daniel pulled out 
slightly before pushing back in, somehow deeper. This time, Chris cried out in pain 


"You like that?" 


"Y-yeah," Chris said. He felt a sense of pride that Daniel found him attractive enough to fuck - even if it 
wasn't the gentle lovemaking he'd always imagined. He'd take what he was given, even if it hurt. He probably 


deserved a little pain, anyway. 


And it wasn't that bad. After a while, he adjusted to Daniel's consistent rhythm. He began to sweat 
through his shirt and wish he'd taken it off. Shuddering breaths told Chris the man was nearing his end. He 


wasn't sure where Daniel planned to cum - inside of him, perhaps? Maybe he'd force Chris around and cover 


his face with it. Or maybe he'd make him drink it. Chris would happily swallow every drop. 


But the end didn't come yet. Instead, Daniel leaned down, totally flush with the smaller man's body. He 
hooked a tattooed arm around Chris's neck and began to drive into him hard. Chris yelled out, surprised, but 
got choked off by the drummer's arm tightening around him. He grabbed onto Daniel's arm with both hands 
and moaned nonstop while the man fucked him at a relentless pace. The whole bed shook, and Daniel's grunts 


and Chris's cries filled the room. 


"Gonna fuckin’ cum," Daniel told him. He fucked his hips into Chris impossibly harder and faster. Tears stung 
at the corners of the guitarists eyes. The older one shouted out as his orgasm hit. He pulled out and shook it 


all onto Chris's ass and lower back. 


The smaller one laid there obediently as Daniel finished. He remained unmoving on his stomach, even after 
feeling the bed shift as the drummer got off of it. He heard the man's footsteps fade as he disappeared into 
the bathroom. 


He felt gross, laying there with his shirt raked up under his arms, naked down to his boots. He gently 
thrust his softening cock against the filmy bedcover. No. It wasn't worth trying to get off. Not when he felt 


like this. A whore. Just a recepticle for his bandmate to dump cum into. 


After what seemed like an eternity, Daniel reemerged into the room. He threw a hand towel onto Chris's 


back, though the cum there was already drying. 
"Thanks," Chris muttered into his arm. 
"You good?" Daniel asked him. 
"m fine," the younger Swede said, feeling embarrassed all over again, 


Somehow, Chris had hoped Daniel would share his bed with him that evening. Maybe even hold him? But 
that didn't happen. The drummer got into the opposite bed. 


Only after he heard the soft snores of the other man signaling he was asleep did Chris finally sit up. His 
ass stung a bit as he put his weight onto it. He wiped his back with the towel the best he could before he set 
to unlacing and kicking off his boots. He stood, found the underwear Daniel had thrown off somewhere onto the 
dirty hotel carpet. He didn't understand why he was shaking as he redressed and got into the bed for the 
night. 


He glanced longingly at the pretty black-haired man sleeping peacefully across from him, wondering if this 
would happen again in the future. He sort of hoped it would It was nice to feel something, even if it didn't feel 
good. 


This was what he wanted, right? 


